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WEAPON Ml 



By ft. ft. Symes 



AS the slender young man with the pale, 
. drawn face passed by the lighted window 
of Mapes Cigar Store, you could have seen the 
gun-shaped bulge in his coat pocket. That is, 
if you had been standing there looking! Un- 
fortunately, no one was there to see him. Main 
Street in the village of Harper's Corners was 
deserted. The young man walked on down the 
street, turned the corner, and got into a dark 
sedan that was parked nearby. 

Inside the store, four of the leading citizens 
of Harper's Corners were seated around a little 
table, provided for the use o£ ice cream soda 
customers. Mapes Cigar Store did quite a brisk 
trade in ice cream sodas in the hot months. 
The store was also stocked with a line of fishing 
rods, shotguns, bathing suits, candy, magazines, 
and novelties. In fact, you could buy almost 
anything in Mapes Cigar Store— except cigars. 
Chet Mapes had discontinued that line nearly 
a year ago when his doctor ordered him to give 
up smoking! 

As the pasty-faced youth entered the car, 
somebody snapped, "What'd you see, Spooker? 
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"Four old geezers," was the response, 
one under fifty.'' 

'•Four, huh?" came the satisfied response 
from the dark insides of the car. "Then that's 
t'Hem. The richest men in town. They all carry 
a good wad of money. Sure you didn't see a 
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■ fella? Tall, black ha; 



"No, there were only four!" 1 
"Good! That means the town cop is out on 
highway patrol. He's the only one that ever 
carries a rod. We could take him, too, all right, 
but this makes it easier. Drive around, and 
we'll park in the shadows in front of the 
Builders' Supply Warehouse." 



The four men gathered around the table were 
just having a pleasant conversation. "Chewing 
the rag," they would have called it. For some 
people, this is the best of recreation, and they 
were four old friends who felt that way about 




Mapes was saying. "I just read a funny thing 
in a paper. Feller was working in his office. He 
was losing money, and he had the red ink 
handy, writing .out his losses. A holdup man 
came in. Well, sir, the holdup man had a gun, 
but this feller was so mad about losing money 
and being held up, too, that he just threw the 
ink bottle at the crook. Splattered red ink all 
over the crook's face, and in his eyes, so he 
couldn't see where to shoot. Imagine throwing 
ink at a gunman?" 

"Well." declared J. J. Day. the banker, "they 
say the pen is mightier than the sword, so why 
shouldn't ink be mightier than bullets?" 

"I had a funny experience when I was a kid," 
put in Art Callihan, the auctioneer. "When I 
.was just a kid, I was working as a counterman 
in an all-night lunch. A holdup man came in 
and 1 threw a custard pie in his face. My 
gollies, he might've shot me! But he didn't! 
And he looked so funny with that pie smeared 
all over his face I had to bust out laughing!" 
"You took a big chance," commented Mapes. 
"Uh-huh," agreed Callihan, laughing hearti- 
ly. "The papers called it -Custard's Last 

" Elton Elger, the real estate man, was not to 
be outdone. "Some years ago a man came into 
my office and pretended he wanted to look 
at some farm property, but there was some- 
thing about the way he acted that made me 
suspicious. So when I saw him reaching 
toward his pocket, I figured he was after a 
gun. I had a big map of the county hanging 
back of my desk in a picture frame. So I 
whirled in my swivel chair, hauled that map 
off the wall, and busted it over his head, just 
as he was saying, "This is a stickup!' He 
sure looked comical with his head sticking 
out of that map. The paper put in a cartoon 
drawing of it and made a joke: Robber is 
framed.'" 

J. J. Day, the banker, contributed his story. 
As a young teller he'd been confronted by 
an armed bandit, who ordered.him to open the 
vault. "I opened the vault and then whomped 
him over the head with a bagful of pennies," 



boasted the banker. "He didn't come to for 
half an hour!" 

"I always say any old weapon that's handy 
can beat a crook," nodded Callihan. 

"Don't ■ know about that," mused Mapes 
"When you're facing a loaded pistol it'9 
kind of handy to have . . ," 

He didn't finish. A tinkling bell at the front 
announced someone had entered the store, 
and Mapes got up to wait on the customer 
"Evening," he said to a young man with a 
pasty face. "What can I do for you?" 

"Give me a cigar," responded the youn°- 
man. ° 
"You're a stranger around these parts 
aren't you?" asked Mapes. 

"Me? Oh, no. I've been working at a farm 
just out of town for months. Been in here 
lots of times." 

"Well, I'm fresh out of cigars. Anything 
else you want?" 

The younger man leaned over the counter. 
He saw a long drawer, low against the wall 
behind Mapes, It was labeled Wrist Watches. 

"Yeh, let me look at your wrist watches," 
said the customer. 

Mapes bent over and started to pull out 
the drawer. His back was turned to the man 
called "Spooker". 

"Just keep bent over like that," said Spooker, 
in a low voice. "I've got a gun on your back. 
If you yell or move, I'll let you have it!" 

The door tinkled again, and three more men 
entered swiftly. They moved directly back to 
the table where the auctioneer, banker, and 
realtor were seated. "This is a stickup!" 
growled one of them. "Let us have your dough 
quietly, and nobody'll get hurt!" 

Callihan rose quickly dumping the table. 
It struck one of the robbers in the shins and 
he howled, staggering backward. One of his 
companions moved in quickly and whacked 
Callihan over the head with his pistol butt. 
Banker Day snatched a bag of marbles from 
the top counter. He hurled it at one of the 
thieves. The latter caught it with his free 
hand and slammed it back in Day's face. Day 
went down for the count. Realtor Elger got 
in the fight, too. He belabored his opponent 
with a jig saw puzzle box, knocking the auto- 
matic from the man's hand. But the other 
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two bandits clouted Elger'. jaw almost si- 
multaneously, and he went down. 

Seconds later, coming out of their daze the 
three leading citizens of Harper's Corners 
■were dismayed to see that the three crooks 
had riffled their pockets and were now greed- 
ily stuffing wads of bills into their own 
clothing. "I reckon the weapon that's handi- 
. est isn't always the best, after all," moaned 
Callihan. 

"Shut up!" ordered one of the robbers 
Then, "Come on. Let's get out of here. All 
Bet, Spooker?" 
' Spooker didn't reply. 

The three turned to stare at the spot where 
Spooker had been left standing to guard 
Mapes. Spooker wasn't standing there. They 
moved closer and saw a body lying on the 
floor in front of the counter. 

"Spooker!' exclaimed one. "He's out cold." 
"And you fellers will be out even colder 
if you don't drop those guns and "get those 
hands up!" declared a calm voice. 

"He's bluffing! Let's go get him!" growled 
one of the thieves. 

In response, a roaring explosion rattled the 
store. The three upright crooks were deafened 
by the blast, but not too deafened to hear, 
"That shot went up. on purpose. It's a warn- 
ing. But this shotgun's got two barrels. And 
you fellers get the next one unless you drop 
those guns!" 

Three automatics clattered to the floor and 
six hands went up. Now recovered from their 
respective blows, Callihan. Day, and Elger 
hastened with rope from the rope department 
to tie up the four men, meanwhile hurling 
questions at Mapes. 

4AVfc7' ELL '" s aid the storekeeper in reply, 
"I knew this feller Spooker was 
up to something when he claimed not to be 
a stranger. Only a stranger would try to buy 
a cigar in here. So I slid open the drawer, 
pulled out the old 12-gauge and batted him 
alongside the head with it. Then I loaded her 
up and you know the rest." 

"He was a stranger all right," chuckled Day. 
"Anybody else would be bound to know that 
you keep your shotguns in a long drawer 
labeled Wrist Watches?" 

THE END 
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